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But just as he was triumphing in the result of his innocent
deceit, the secret was betrayed. Mother Brigitta had resolved to
do the flax-retailer, who had brought her that rich gain, a kind-
ness in her turn; and was treating her with a well-sugared rice-
pap, and a quarter-stoop of Spanish sack. This dainty set in
motion not only the toothless jaw, but also the garrulous tongue
of the crone: she engaged to continue the flax-brokerage, should
her consigner feel inclined, as from good grounds she guessed he
would. One word produced another; Mother Eve's two daughters
searched, with the curiosity peculiar to their sex, till at length
the brittle seal of female secrecy gave way. Meta grew pale with
affright at the discovery, which would have charmed her, had her
mother not partaken of it. But she knew her strict ideas of
morals and decorum ; and these gave her doubts about the pre-
servation of her gown. The serious dame herself was no less
struck at the tidings, and wished, on her side too, that she alone
had got intelligence of the specific nature of her flax-trade; for
she dreaded that this neighbourly munificence might make an im-
pression on her daughter's heart, which would derange her whole
calculations. She resolved, therefore, to root out the still tender
germ of this weed, in the very act, from the maiden heart. The
gown, in spite of all the tears and prayers of its lovely owner, was
first hypothecated, and next clay transmitted to the huckster's shop;
the money raised from it, with the other profits of the flax specu-
lation, accurately reckoned up, were packed together, and under
the name of an old debt, returned to " Mr. Franz Melcherson, in
Bremen," by help of the Hamburg post. The receiver, nothing
doubting, took the little lot of money as an unexpected blessing;
wished that all his father's debtors would clear off their old scores
as conscientiously as this honest unknown person; and had not
the smallest notion of the real position of affairs. The talking
brokeress, of course, was far from giving him a true disclosure of
her blabbing; she merely told him that Mother Brigitta had given
up her flax-trade.

Meanwhile, the mirror taught him, that the aspects over the
way had altered greatly in a single night. The flower-pots were
entirely vanished; and the cloudy veil again obscured the friendly
horizon of the opposite window. Meta was seldom visible; and
if for a moment, like the silver moon, from among her clouds in
a stormy night, she did appear, her countenance was troubled,
the fire of her eyes was extinguished, and it seemed to him, that,